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ON THE DEATH OF HIS LADY. 
By GEORGE LORD LYTTLETON. 
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Ipſe cava folans aegrum teſtudine amorem, 
e, duſcis conjux, te folo in littore fecum, _ 
:0 Te veſtient? Ae te decedente Takeda. | 


Ve 


A* ha efcap' fo) ev'ry kawak eye, 


From ev'ry duty, ev*ry care, 

That in my mournful thoughts might claim a ſhare, | 

Or force my tears their ſlowing fiream to dry; ; 

Beneath the gloom of this embow'ri ring thade, 

This lone retreat, for tender ſorrow made, 

I now may give my burden 'd heart relief, 

And pour forth all my ſtores of grief; 

Of grief ſurpaſſing every other woe, 

Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love tx A 
Can on th* ennobled mind beſtow, _ 1 
Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 8 

Our groſs defires, welehen and low. 1 Y 


Ve tufted groves, ye 5 le, | | 

Ye high o'er ſhawdowing bills, DE, F 
Ye lawns-gay- -ſmiling with eternal green, 
D fthave you my Lucy ſeen! | 5 
, 4. +743" Mi 


* 


But never ſhall you now behold her more: 
Nor will ſhe now, with fond delight, 
And taſte refin'd, your rural charms, explore. 
Clos'd are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, 
| Thoſe beauteous eyes, where, beaming us'd to ſhine 
Reaſon” s e N and Virtue? $ POR divine, 


Oft 3 the Dryads of theſe ik Jedes 
To hear her heavenly voice; 

For her de ſpiſing, when deſign'd to "ling, . 
The ſweeteſt ſongſlers of the: ſpring : 
The woodlark and the linnet pleas'd no more: 

The wine was mute, W 
And ev'ry ſhepherd's flute | 
Was caſt in filent ſcorn away, 

While all attended to her ſweeter lay. 

Ve larks and\linnets, now reſume your ſong : 

And chou melodius Philomel, 
Again thy plaintive ſtory tell; 

For death has ſlopp'd that WF tongue, 

Whoſe muſic could alone your warbling notes excel. 


— 


In vain I look around - 
O'er all the well-known grund, . 
My Lucy's wonted footſteps to fey! 15 
Where oft we us'd to ae 
| Where oft in tender talk 

We ſaw the ſummer ſun go « Jown the ſky 5 Dy 
Nor by yon fountain” FREE © 
Nor where its waters glide Along 


7 


W FA K | _ 


5. | EF FES 5 
Along the valley, can ſhe now be found: 
In all the wide-ftretch'd profpett's ample” bound, 
No more my mournful eye 
Can aught of her eſpy, 
But the ſad ſacred up where her ge I 


O ſhades of Higley, bare] is now 7 your boa? 
Your bright inhabitant is loſt. 
' You ſhe preferr'd.to all the gay re ſorts 
W here female vanity might wiſh to ſhine, 
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts. 
Her modeſt beauties ſhuno'd the public eye: 85 
To your ſequeſter'd dales 
And ſlower- embtoider'd vales, 
From an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly. 
With nature there retir'd; and Nature's s God, 
The ſilent paths of wiſdom trod, 
And baniſh'd every paſſion from her Wel : 
But thoſe, the gentleſt and the belt, | 
Whoſe holy flames with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 
The conjugal and the maternal love. 
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Sweet babes! who like the little play ful fawns 
Were wont to trip along theſe verdant lawns, 
By your delighted mother's ſide, - 
Who now your infant ſteps Hall guide ? 
Ah! where is'now the baud, whoſe tender care 
To every virtue would have form'd your youth, 
And it; ew'd with flowers the thorny ways of truth? 
NS. O loſs 
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| Ee O loſs beyund repair! | 
OD O wretched father! leſt alone, 

JI uo weep their dire misfortunes, and thy own! 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs'd with woe, 
And; drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, 

Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 
Now ſhe, alas! is gone, 
| From folly and from vice their help! cſs age to fave r 


Where were ye, Muſes, when celenilef Fate 
From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore; 
From theſe fond arms, that vainly {trove 

With hapleſs, ineffetlual love, 1 8 
To guard her boſom from the mertai blow ? 
Could not your favouring pow'r Aontan maids, 
Could not, alas; your pow'r prolong her date; 
For whom ſo oft, in theſe inſpiring lhades, 
Or under Camden's moſs-clad mountains hoar, 
You open'd all your ſacred ſtore 
W hate'er your ancient ſages taught, 
Your ancient bards ſublimely thought, 
And bade ber raptur'd dean with all your yu glow 5 


Nor then did Pindus or Caflalia's plain, 
"2 Or Aganippe's fount, your ſleps detain, 
N Nor in the Theſpian valleys did you play; 
Nor then on Mincio's bank“ 

Beſet with  ofiers dank, 


Nor 


98 8 The 3 runs by M TEE the tirth-place of V irgil, 
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Nor where Clitumnus+ rolls his gentle Abs, a 
Nor where, through hanging woods, 
Steep Aniof pours his floods, 

Nor yet where Meles 9 or Lllifſus|| ys 
Il does it now beſeem, : ne” 
That, of your guardian care bereft. 

To dire diſcaſe and death your darling * be left. 


— . 


Now » what avails it, dale als bloom, 
When light fantallic toys 
Are all ker ſex's Wh | 
With you ſhe ſearch'd the wit of G Greece and Rome ; 
And all that in her latter days, 
To emulate her ancient praiſe, 
Italia's happy genius could produce; 
Or what the Gallic fire. 
Bright ſparkling could inſpire, 
By all the Graces temper'd and refia'd 3 
No 3 4 | On 
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+ The Clitummus i is a river 'of bene the 22 of 


Propertius, _ 


} The Anio runs s through Tiburo or 2 ier, Horace 
had a villa. 


Tue Meles is a river of Tonia, From whence Homer, 
Fuppoſed to be born on its banks, is called Melli iſigenes. 


0 The Iikiſus i is a river of Athens, | 
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To black Oblivion's gloom for ever now conſign ar 


* 


Wich candid Truth's ſimplicity, 


5 3 @ 
Or what in Brine s iſle, 
Moſt favour'd with your ſmile, 


The powers of Reaſon and of Fancy join' : 


To full perfection have conſpir'd't to raiſe 18 
Ah! what is now the uſe 
Of all thoſe treafures that enrich'd bee mi ind, 


8 Atleaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 


Tiis yours from death to fave, 
And in the temple of immortal Fame 


Wich golden charafters her worth engrave. 


Come then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 
And firew with choiceſt flow'rs her hallow'd tomb : 
But foremoſt thou, in ſabte veſtment clad, 

With accents Cel and fad, 2 Ds 


Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Laura's s urn 


Unbappy Peirarch call'd to mourn, 
0 come, and to this fairer Laura pay 


A more N d ww a more pathetic lay! 1 


Tell how eich beauty of ha 1154 and face | 
Was brighten'd by ſome ſweet peculiar grace! 


How eloquent in ev'ry. look 


Thro' her expreſſive eyes her ſoul diſtiny ſpoke ! J. 


Tell how her manners, «by the world refin'd, 
Left all the taint of modiſh vice behind, 
And made each charm of poliſh'd courts-agree- 


And 


1 EF 7 1 


And vheowfiples Innocence! © 1 9 2 
Tell how to more than manly fenſe 
She join'd the ſoft'ning influence 
Of more than female tenderneſs : 2! @ 1 
How, in the thoughtleſs days of wealth a0 joys * - 
Which oft the careof others good deftroy, Phe gee. — ' 
Her kindly-melting heart, | NT SED: | 
To every want, and every woe, © | 
To guilt itfelf when in. diſtreſs »- 
The balm of pity would —W 7 5094 
And all relief chat bounty could beſtow? )? 
E'en for the kid or Lamb, that pour'd 1 Us liſe | 
Beneath the bloody knife, 
Her gentle tears would fall— | 
Tears, from ſweet Virtue's ſource, benevolent to all. 
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Not only good and kind, 
But ſtrong and elevated was her mind: 
A ſpirit that with noble pride 
Could look ſuperior down 
On fortune's ſmile or frown; 
That cquld withoutregret or pain, 
To victue's:loweſt duty facrifice Fo 
Oc Intereſt or Ambition's higheſt prize: 12 
That injur'd, or offended, never tried 
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain, 
But by magnanimous diſdain. 
A wit that, temperately bright, 
Wich inoffenſfive ligt 
All e ſhone ; 3 non ever d 
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92 The decent . that Wiſdom' s gie bod, 
| And ſweet Benevoience's mild command, ö 
And baſhful modeſty, before it caſt. . 
8 prudence undeceiving, e 0 7 | 
1 hat nor too little nor too much believ'ds 1 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion? s. .coward fear,” * 
And, without weakneſs knew to be ſincefrte. 
Such Lucy was, when in her faireſt days, 
Amidit th” acclaim of univerſal praiſe. 
In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom. | 
5 Death come : cemorſelels on, and ſunk her to the tombs. 
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So, * the filent Donnie of Liris glide, 
In the fofi boſom of Campania! 's vale, 
When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fled, 
And genial ſummer breathes her gentle gale, 
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head; 
From ev'ry branch the balmy flow'rets rise, 
On ev'ry bough the golden fruits are ſeen.; 
With odours ſweet it falls the ſmiling ſkies, 
The wood nymphs tend it, and th? Idalian queens : 
But inthe midR of all its blooming pride, . 
; A ſudden blaſt from Apennius blows, 
Cold with perpetual ſnowsz | | 
The tender blighted * ſhrinks up as leaves and dies 
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Ariſe, O Petrarch! from th ? Ely fan bow' = 
Wich never fading my riles twin'd, 
And fragant with ambroſial flow rs, 
5 5 Where 


— — 
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Where to thy Laurk thou again art join d; 
| Ariſe, and hither bring the ſilver lyre. 
| Tun'd by thy ſkilful hand, 
| To the ſoft notes of elegant defirz, 
With which o'er many a land 
Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſtrous love : 
To me refign the vocal ſhell, 
And teach my ſorrows to relate 
| Their melancholy tale ſo well, 
As may e*en things inanimate, | 
P.ough mountain oaks, and deſart rocks, to pity move. 


What were, alas ! thy woes, compar'd to mine ? 
To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful band | 
Of Fymen never gave her hand; 
The Joys of wedded love were never thine, 
In thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a ave, 
Nor with endearing art 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that feſter'd there: 
Nor did ber fond affeQion on the bed 
Of ficknel5.watch thee, and chy laaguid head 
Whole nights on her unweatied arm ſallaing 
And charm away the ſeole of pain: 
Nor did {he crown your mutual flame 
Wilk pledgen dear, and with a father's tender name. 
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O pelt 
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5 0 ) bel of vival O dearer far to me 5 | 
Than when thy virgin charms e 
Were yielded to my arms; 5 | 

How can my foul endure the loſs of thee 7 14 

How in the world, to me a defart _ 107 
Abandon'd and alone, 
Without my ſweet companion can I live > 
Without thy lovely ſmile; 1 MY 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil, - | 
What pleaſures now can palld Ambition give? 
Een the delightful ſenſe of well-earn'd praiſe, | 


Unſhar'd by the, no more wa liſcleſs Rs could: 
t fe. 


For my diſtradted mind = 
What ſaccour can I find ?- 
E Qn whom for conſolation ſhall I. call? 
Support me, ev 'ry friend; 
Vour kind aſſiſtance lend, 
Io bear the weight of this oppreſſive woe, 
Alas! each friend of mine, 
My dear departed love, ſo much was line, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow, 
My books, the beſt relief 
In every other grief, 
Are now with your idea ladden'd al 1 
Each favourite author we together read 


My tortur'd memory wounds, and ſpeaks of Lucy. dead, 


We 


Ln 1 

We were the happieſt pair of human kind: 

The rolling year its various courſe perform d. 
And back return'd again! 

Another, and another, ſmiling came, 

And ſaw our happineſs unchang'd remain. 
Still in her golden chain 

Harmonious Concord did our wiſhes bind: 

Our Rudies, pleaſures, tafle, the ſame. . 
O fatal, fatal ſtroke! | 


That all this pleaſing fabric Love had r rais d 
Of rare felicity, 
On which even wanton Vice nA envy gaz'd, 
And every ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had form'd, _ 
With ſoothing hope for many a future Gays 
In one ſad moment broke! 
Vet, O my ſoul! thy riſing murmurs Nay 3 = 
Nor dare th' all-wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 
Or againſt his ſupreme decree = 
With i impious grief complain. c 
That all thy full-blown joys at once ſhould fade, 
Was his molt righteous will—and be that will obey 4.5 


Would thy fond love his grace to her controul; 

And, in theſe low abodes of ſin and ys; 
Her pure exalted ſoul, 

Unjuſtly, for thy partial good, detain p- 

No—rather ſtrive thy grovelling mind to raiſe 

Up to that W e bl. ze, 
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That heavenly radiance of eternal light, | 
In which enthron'd ſhe now with pity. ſees, 
- How frail, how inſecure, how flight, 
| Is every mortal bliſs; 
Even Love itſelf, if rifing by degrees 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfett late, 
Whoſe fleeting joys ſo ſoon muſt end, 
It does not to its ſovereign good aſcend, 
KRiſe then, my ſoul, with hope elate, 2 
And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene celight, EY 
W hoſe peaceful path, and ever-open gate, 
No feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall miſs : 
There Death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore ; 
There yield up all his pow'r ne'er io divide you more. 
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A' Sacred Eclogue. 
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By, ALEXANDER POPE, Esg: | 


0 Ly p 
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** Nymphs of Soly ma! begin the ſong: 
To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong. 
The moſſy fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams oſ Pindus and th* Aonian maids, 
Delight no more-—O Thou my voice inſpire, _ 


| -. Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow'd lips with fire! 1 2 c 
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R apt into future times, che bard behin: 
A virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear à Son! 
From Jeſſe's root behold a brabch ariſe, | 


| Whoſe ſacred flow'r with fragrance fills the ſkies: 


Th' ethereal ſpirit oe'r its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends'the myſtic Pove. 
Ve heav'ns! from high the dewy near pour, 
And, in ſoft ſilenee ſhed the kindly ſhow'r 1 
The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From Rlorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. - 
All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and aptient fraud ſhall fail, 
Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſeale ; n 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white rob'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th? expefied morn? 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born ! 
See Nature 'haſtes her earlieſt wreaths tobring, 
Wich all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring: 
See lofty Lebanon his head: advance, % 
See. nodding foreſts e on the mountains dance; 
See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron riſe, 
And Carmel's flow' ry top perfumes the ſkies ! 
Hark ! a glad . the lonely deſart cheers; 
Prepare the way! a God, 2 God 1 . 
A God, a God! the vocal hills reply : 
| The rocks proclaim, th approaching, Dey. | 
Lo, eatth receives bim from the bending ſkies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains, and, ye vallies, tile! 
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With kak declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; ; 


Ul Be ſmooth, ye rocks ; ye rapid floods, give may 2 ! 


The Saviour comes! by antient bards foretold ; 


Hear bim, ye deaf! and, all ye blind, behold ! 


He from thick films ſhall purge che viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day : 
*Tis he th' obſtrufted paths of found ſhall. clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th? unfolding ear; 
The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding ro. 


No figh, no murmur, the wide world ſhall hear; 


From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear. 


In adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, : 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th* eternal wound. 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freſheſt paſture, and the purell air, 

Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep directs, 


N By day o'erſees them, and by night protetis: 


The tender lambs he raises in his arms, ö; 
Feeds ſrom his hand, and in his boſom warms : 
Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promis'd father of the future age. g 

No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 

Nor ardent warriots meet with hateful eyes... 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd oer, 

-The brazen trumpets kindle : rage no more 
But uſcleſs lances into-ſcythes, mall bend, 

And the broad faulchion in a plough-fhare end. | 
Then palaces ſhall riſe 3. the joy fal fan _ 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire bejon 3 
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Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the ſame hand that fow'd ſhall reap the field. 
The ſwain in barren defarts, with ſurprize, 
See lilies ſpring, and fudden verdure tiſe; 
And ſtarts amidſt the thirfly wilds to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 
The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
Waſle ſandy valleys, once perplex d wg Worms 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely bok adorn; - © 
Toleaflefs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms 158555 
And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed. 
The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in flow'ry bands the ty ger lead; 
The ficer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 
And harmleſs ſerpents hck the pilgrim's ſeet. 
The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
The creſted baſiliſk and ſpeckled ſnake, 
Pleas'd the green luſtre of their ſcales ſurvey, 
And with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 
Riſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe! 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes! 
See a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn; | 
dee future ſons and daughters, yet unboin, 
In crowding ranks on ev'ry ſide ariſe, 
Demanding life, impatient. for the ſkies ! 
See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 


Walk in thy light, and in oy teinple bend * 
| | | ny F 


The : . 6 16 I | | 
| "as thy bright altars throng'd with poſtrate . 
And heap'd with produfts of Sabzan ſprings . 
| For thee Idume' s ſpicey. foreſts blow, 5 
And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. __... 
See heav'n its wma d e | 
And break upon thee in a flood of da. 
No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning:Cynthia- Ell her ſilver horn, 
5 But loſt, diſſolv'd ãa thy ſuperior rays, 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
O 'erflow thy courts : the Light himſelf ſhall ſhine | 
 Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be. thine ! „ | 
I! be ſeas:ſhall waſte, the ſkies 1 in ſmoke decay, 
5 Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt as -- 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving power temains: 8 R 4 
Thy realm for erde. * own Meſliah nes! £8 Exh 


SONNET.; To TWILIGHT, 
By MISS WILLIAMS. 


EEK Twilight! halle to fad the . , 
And bring the hour my penſive ſpirit loves, 
w hen o er the hill is ſhed a paler day, 3 
That gives to ſtillneſs, and to night, the groves. 
Ah! let the gay the roſeate morning hail; 
When, in the various blooms of 1 d, 
uty live along the vale, 3 


45. And capture cemble i in the vocal ſhade 3 8. 
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Sweet is the lucid morning's op'ning flow'e, 
Her choral melodies benigaly riſe, | | 
Yet dearer to my ſoul the ſhadowy hour, _ 
At which her bloſſoms cloſe, her muſic die:: 
For then mild nature, while ſhe droops her head, 
Wakes the ſoft tear tis ſuxury to ned. 


— ——— 
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FAIR PILGRIM. 
By EDWARD WILLIAMS. 


HE Charmer of ſweet Mona's“ iſle, 
With Death attendant on her ſaile, 
Intent on pilgrimage divine, 3 
Speeds to Saint David's holy ſhrine ; * 

Too conſcious of a ſinful mind, 
And hopes ſhe may forgiveneſs find. 

What haſtithou done, thrice lovely maid 7 
What crimes can to thy charge be laid E 
Didſt thou contemn the ſuppliant poor, i 

Drive helpleſs orphans from thy door, 
Vnddteous to thy parent prove, 
Or yield thy charms to lawleſs love ? 


* The ny of Ae 
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; . Morid, ue; thy gentle breal 
0 as form'd to pity the diſttefs'd; 
| Has ne'er one thought, one ſeeling Ten, 
That Virtue could not call her own; 
Nor haft thou cauſ'd a parent 's pain 
| Till quitting now thy native plain, 
„ lovely nymph, thy way purſue, _ 2 
And keep repentance full in vie; 
Vield not thy tongue to cold 1 82585 
But lay thy ſoul before the Saint; 
Oh! tell him that thy ] lover G33... 
On death's cold bed unpitied lie 5 
Murdered by thee, rlentleſs maid, . $3 
| And to thiuntimely grave convey qa: 
But ere he's number'd with the dead” 
i Ere yet his lateſt breath is fled; _ 
* Confefs* repent, theu cruel fair, x 
And hear, for once, a lover's prayer. 
Ss may the Saint witear benign, 
_ Sweet penitent,'; attend to thine. 
1 Thou ſoon muſt over Menaitgo 3 ; 
M.ay ev'ry current ſoftly flow, 
Thy little bark ſecurely glide. 
0 _ Swifto er the calm pellucid 1 3 
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Unruffled be thy geaile breaſts. 
Without one fear to break thy ceft, 
Till thou art ſafiely wafted o'er, 
To bold Arvonia's t tow'ring ſhore. 
O! could I guard thy. lovely form 
Safe through yon deſan, - --the ſtorm} 
Where fiercely rage encount'ring gales, 
And whirlwinds rend th' affrighted vales : 
Sons of the tempeſt, ceaſe to blow, 
Sleep in your cavern'd glens belows; 
Ve ſtreams, that with terrific ſound, 
Pour from your thouſand hills around, 
Ceaſe with rude clamours to diſmay 
A gentle pilgrim on her ways | - 
Peace! rude Traeth Mawr ; no longer urge 
C'er thy wild ſtrand the ſweeping urge 1 
'Tis Morvid on thy beach appears, _ | 
She dreads thy katie; 13 
O ! let the mieek repentant mad 
Securely through thy winding wade. 2 5 
Traeth Bychen, check thy dreadful i ire 
And bid thy foaming, waves retire z'. ; 4% 


- 


45 Till, from thy threat'ning dangers fred. 
My charmertrips ihe flo w'ry mead, - —— 
Then bid again, with ſullen rar 
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Thy billows laſh the n ſhore. 61. 
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Abermo,* from thy: rocky bay, 
Drive each terrific ſurge away: 


Though sunk beneath thy billows lie 


nn 


j Proud fanes that once affail'd the ſky, 


Daſh'd by thy foam, yon veſtal braves, 
The dangers of thy burſting waves. | 


O! Cyrie,+ ſee my lovely fair 


Couſign'd to thy paternal care; 


Rebuke the raging ſeas, and land 


My Morvid on yon friendly ſtrand, 
Dyſſynni, I tame thy furious tide,. 


Eix'd at thy ſource in peace abide ; 


She comes—O |. greet her with a ſmile !— 
The charmer of ſweet Mona's iſle, 
So may thy limpid hills around, 


Purl down their dells with ſoothing. ſound, 


Sport on thy boſom, and diſplaß 


"Their ery ſtal to the gliuering day; 


Nor ſhrink from Summer's parching fun, 
Nor, chain'd in ice, forget to run. 

So may tby verdant marge aloag 
ri 5 4 Bards in N ork 4 wo 
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+ The patron Saint of the Welſh mariners. 


J A river in | Merienethfhire, running W a 1 
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Duell on _ bold majeſlic ſcene, 
Huge hills, vaſt woods, and vallies green, 
Where revels thy enchanting ſtream, 
The lover's haunt, the poet's theme. 
| Thou, Dini,“ dangerous and deep, 
On beds of ooze unruffled ſleep; 


O'er thy green wave my Morvid al 4 
Conduct her ſafe, ye gentle galesz I 460 
Charm'd with her'beauties, waft Wewer 7511 
To fam'd Ceredig's wond'ring ſhore, 

Foaming Rhedoil, rage no more 


Down thy rocks with echo'd roar; 
Be ſilent, YVſtwyth, 3 in thy meads, + ” 
Glide ſofily through thy.peace ends. 
Nor bid chy delle inde Acton: ting, . 
But halt at thy maternal ſpring 3, . 7 * 


„ , 


Hide from the nymph, ye torrents wild, IN 

Or wear, like her, an aſpet mild; 8 5 2 Re 

For her light ſteps clear all your ways: 5 3 
O! liſten! 'tis a lover prays! ö g 5 
Nou ſafe beneath. ſerener ſkies, 4 5 57 50 

Where ſofter beauties charm. her eyes, 0 q 

„She Teivi's7 verdant region roves, HH 
View, verdant meads and penſile groves; - * 


_ * 
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A large river, div! 1417 pats from Carat => 
ganſimne,* 3 1 52 . *\ j 
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ve lovely ſcenes, to "I heart, 
. Warm thoughts of tenderneſs impart, 
Such as in buſy tumults roll, 


When love's confuſion fills the ſoul. 


Her wearied ſtep, with awe profound, 


Now treads Menevia's honour'd ground. 


At David's ſhrine, now, lovely maid, 
Thy pious oriſons are paid: 

He ſees the ſecrets of thy breaſt, 

One fin, one only, ſtands confeſs'd, 

One heinou) guilt, that, ruthleſs, gave 

The hopeleſs lover to the grave. 

Thy ſoftened boſom now relents, 

Ol all its cruelty repents, - 

Gives to remorſe the Garvin 6ab, 

Sweet pity's tear bedews thine eye; 

No love lights up its ballow'd * 

Melts all thy heart with chaſte defire; 

Whilſt in thy ſoul new feelings burn, 

O! Morvid, to thy Bard return; 

One tender look will. cure his pain, 

Will bid him riſe to life agaih, 

A life like that of Saints above, 
Extatic joy, and endleſs love, 
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By Da, GLYNN 


HY Juſtice, heav” al King! 4 that great to 
When virtue, long abandon'd and ſorlorn, 

Shall raiſe her penfive head; and vice, that erſt 

Rang'd unreprov'd and free, ſhall fink appall'd ; 

I ſing advent'rous—But what eye can pierce 

The vaſt immeaſurable realms of ſpace, 

O'er which Meſſiah drives his flaming car 

To that bright region, where enthron'd he ſits, 
Firſt-born of Heav'n, to judge aſſembled worlds, 

Clah'd in celeſtial radiance? Can the Muſe, 

Her feeble wing all damp with earthly dew, i 

Soar to that bright empyreal, where around 

Myriads of angels, God's perpetual choir, 

Iymns hallelvjahs, and in concert loud 

haunt ſongs of triumph to their Maker's praiſe — 

et will I flrive to ſing, albeit anus'd 

o tread poetic ſoil. What though the wiles 

Of Fancy me enchanted, ne'er could lure 

Lo rove o'er Fairy lands; to ſwim the ſireams 

That through her valleys wave their mazy way: 
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Of climb her mountain tops; yet will Lraiſe 
My feeble voice to tell what harmony 
(Sweet as the muſic of the rolling ſpheres). | 


May hope her promis'd crown ;: that vice may dread 
Vengeance, though late ; that reas' ning Pride ac own 
Juſt, though unſearchable, the ways of Heav'n. 


—— mn monte 


5 That divine parucle which- God's on breath 
Inſpir'd 1 into the mortal maſs, ſhall. reſt 10 4 

Annihilate, till Duration. has unroll'd 4 

_ Her never-ending, line; tell, if thou — 7 
Why every nation, every. eins, thaugh all 
In laws, in ritęs, in manners diſagree, _ 


| Where wickedneſs ſhall weep ? Why Paynim b wok 
Styx and Cocytus?, Tell, why Hali's ſons 


Fave feign'd a paradiſe of mitth and ove, X 
Banquets ma blooming vymphs 7 Or rather tell, 


N 
— — 


Th' untutor'd Indian dreams of bappier worlds 


ls plac'd a friendly monitor, that N 


Tut 
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Attunes the moral world : : that Virtue fill 


Sceptic ! whoe'er thou art, who ſay'ſt the foul, 


With one conſent expect another world, 


Fabled Elyſian plains, Tartatean lakes, 


Why, on the brink of Orellana' J fiream, 
Where never ſciencerear'd her ſacred torch, 


Bebind the & ud-topt hill ? Why i in each breaſt 


Informs, direfts, encourages, forbids 7 
Tell, why on unknown evil grief attends, 
Orjoy on ſecret good ? Why conſeience acts 


Wich tenfold force, when et age, or Nin 
Suu 
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Stands tott*rivg on the precipice of death? 

Oc why ſuch horror gnaws the guilty foul” 

Of dying ſinners, while the good man lleeps 
Peaceful and calm, and with a ſmile « expires? 
Look round the world! with what a partial hand | 
The ſcale of blifs and mis'ry is ſuſtain'd ! 

Beneath the ſhade of cold obſcurity 

Pale Virtue lies; no arm ſupports her head, 

No friendly voice ſpeaks comfort to her foul, 

Nor ſoft· eyed Pity drops a melting tear; | 
But, in their ſtead, Contempt and rude Diſdain 
Inſult the baniſh*d wanderer: on ſhe goes, 
Neglefied and forlorn: Diſeaſe and Cold, 

And Famine, worſt of ills, her ſteps attend? 
Yet patient, and to Heaven's juſt will reſigu'd, 
She ne'er is ſeen to weep, or heard to ſi zh. 


Now turn your eyes to yon ſweet-ſmelling bow'r, 
Where, fluſh'd with all the inſolence of wealth, 
Sits pamper'd Vice! For him the Arabian gale 
Breathes forth delicious odours; Gallia's hills 
For him pour nettat from the purple vine. 

Nor think for theſe he pays che tributes due 

Jo Heav'n: of Heav'n he never names the name, 
Save when with imprecations dark and dire ä 
He points his jeſt obſcene,” Vet buxom Health ; 
Sits on his roſy cheek; yet Honour gilds | 
His high exploits 5 and downy-pinion' d fleep 


beds a ſoft oplate d'er his peaceful couch. 
vol. IV. The g SL”; 
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Seeſt thou this, righteous Father! ſeeft thou this, © 


And wilt thou ne'er. repay ? Shall good and ill 

Be carried undiflioguiſh'd to the lang 
Where all things are forgot P—Ah, no! the day 
Will come, when Virtue from the cloud ſhall burſt, 


That long obſcur'd her beams: ; when Sin ſhall fly 
Back to Hoy native Hell; there ſink eclips'd- 


In penal darkneſs ; where no flar ſhall riſe, 
Nor ever ſunſhine pierce th' 1 impervious gloom, 


On that great day the ſolemn trump ſhall ſound, 


( That trump which once in heav'n, on man's revolt 


Convok'd th? altoniſh'd feraphs) at whoſe voice 


Thy unpeopled graves hall pour forth all their dead, 


=o hen ſhal! th' aſſembled nations of the earth 


From ev Ty quarter of the judgment-feat | 
Unite; Egyptians, Babylonians, Greeks, 


Parthians; and they who dwelt on Tyber's banks, | 


Names fam'd of old: or who of later age, 
Chineſe and Ruſhan, Mexican and Turk, 


i Tenant the wild terrene; and they who pitch 


Their tents on Niger's banks; or, where the ſun 


Pours on Golconda' s ſpires his early light, 
Drink Ganges' ſacred ſtream. At once ſhall riſe, 
Whom diſtant ages to each others fight 


Had long denied: before the throne ſhall kneel 
Some great Progenitor, while at his fide | 
Stand his deſcendants through a thouſand lines. 
Whate'er their nation, and whate'er-their rank, 


. Heroes and 1 faves and ſcepter'd kings, 


Wii | 
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With equal eye the God of all ſhall be” 1 
And Judge with equal | love. What though the eren 
Wich coſtly pomp and aromatic ſweets 
Embalm'd his poor remains; or through the = 

A thouſand tapers ſhed their gloomy lignt, 

While ſolemn organs to his parting foul _ 

Chaunted flow oriſons? Say, by what mark 

Doſt thou diſcern him from that lowly ſwain 

Whoſe mouldering bones beneath the thorn - bound turf. 
Long lay negleted ? All at once ſhall riſe, 
But not to equal glory ; for, alas, 

With howlings dire and exccrations | loud, 

Some wail their fatal birth. —Firſt among theſe | 

Behold the mighty murd'rers of mankind: 

They who in ſport whole kingdoms lle w * or they 

Who tott'ring to the pinnacle of x power 

Waded through ſeas of blood! | how will hey. curſe 

The madneſs of ambiton ! how lament 

Their dear-bought laurels; when the widow'd wife 
And childleſs mother at the judgment ſeat _ 

Plead trumpet-tongued againſt hem? — here are they 
Who ſunk an aged father to the grave; 772 
Or wich unkindneſs hard, and cold diſdain, . 
Slighted a brother's ſufferings. Here are they 

V hom fraud and ſkilful treachery long ſecur'd ; 
Whom from the infant virgin tore her dow'r, 

And ate the orphan's bread; who ſpent their ſtores 
Inſelfiſh luxury; or o'er their gold 

Proftrate and pale ador'd che uſeleſs heap, 
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Here too who. ſtain'd the chaſte connubial bed 


Who mix'd'the pois'nous bowl ; or broke the tie 
Of hoſpitable friendſhip; and the wretch 

Vhoſe liffleſs ſoul, ſick with the cares of life, 
Unſummon'd, to the preſence of his God 

P.uſh'd in with inſult rude, How would they joy 
Once more to viſit earth, and though oppreſs'd 
With all that pain and famine can inflict, 

Pant up the hill of life ? Vain wiſh! the Judge 
Proncunces doom eternal on their heads, ; 


Perpetual puniſhment! for that th? Almighty will 


II as hid from mortal ey es: and ſhall, vain man 


With curious ſearch refin'd preſume 1 to pry, 
Into thy ſecrets, Father? No! let him 
With humble patience all thy Fo: 0 adore, 


And walk in all thy paths; ſo ſhall his mecd 


Be great in heav'n, fo haply ſhall he ſcape 
Th' immortal worm, and never-ceaſing fire. 

But who are they, who bound in tenfold chains 
Stand horribly aghaſt ? This is that crew 


Who ſlrove to pull Jehovah from his throne, 


And in the place of heaven's eternal King, 


Set up the phantom Chance. For them in vain 


Alternate ſeaſons cheer'd the rolling year; 
In vain the ſun o'er herb, tree, fruit, and flow'r 
Shed genial influence mild; and the pale moon 


Repair'd her waning orb, —Next theſe 1s plac'd 5 
The vile blaſphemer; he whoſe i impious wit 


Profan'd the ſacred myſteries of faith, 


Aud 
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And gainſt th? impenetrable walls of heav'n+ 
Planted his feeble battery. By theſe Rands _ 
The Arch Apoſtate: he with many a wile 
Exhorts them till to foul revolt. Alas! IM 
No hope have they from black deſpair, no ray 
Shines through the gloom to cheer their ſinking ſouls : 
In agonies of grief they curſe the hour | 
When firſt they left Religion's onward way. 
Theſe on the left are rang'd : but on the right 
A choſen band appears, who fought beneath 
The banner. of Jehovah, and defies 
Satan's united legions. Some unmov'd 
At the grim ty rant's frown, o'er barb'rous climes | 
Diffus'd the Goſpel's light: ſome long immur'd 
(Sad ſervitude I) in chains and dungeons pin'd, 
Or, rack'd with all the agonies of pain, 
Breath'd out their faithful lives. Thrice happy hop. 
Whom heav'n elected to that glorious ſtrife !— 
Here are they plac'd, whoſe kind munificence 
Made heaven-born Science raiſe her drooping head; 
And on the labours of a future race | 
Entail'd their juſt reward. Thou amongſt theſe, 
Good Seaton! whoſe well judg'd benevolence - 
Foſt'ring fair Genius, bade the poet's hand. 
Briog annual off'rings to his Maker ſhrine, 
Shalt find the generous care was not in vain.— | 
Here is that-fav*rite band, whom mercy mild, 
God's beſt-lov'd attribute, adorn'd ; whoſe gate 
Stood ever open to the ſtranger's call; 
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E Who fed the hungry; to the thirſty : 5 
+ Reach'd ont the friendly cup; 3 whoſe care benign | 2 
From the rude blaſt fecur'd the pilgrim's ſide; 5 8 
WMW bo heard the widow's tender tale, and fhook L 
The galling ſhackle from the pris'ners feet ; | 1 
Who each endearing tie, each office knew R 


Of meek- ey ed, heaven-defcended Charity. 
O Charity, thou nymph divinely fair! A 
| Sweeter than thoſe whom ancient poets bound 1 
In amity's indiſſoluble chain, © 
The Graces! how ſhall I effay to paint P 
Thy charms, celeſtial maid ! and in rude verſe © A 
Blazon thoſe deeds thyſelf did n&er reveal? R 
For thee nor rankling Envy can infect, | 0 
Nor rage tranſport, nor high o'erweening pride T 
Puff up with vain conceit : neter didſt thou ſmile 1 
Do fee the finner as a verdant tree T 
| Spread his luxuriant branches o'er the ſtream; R 
While, like fome blaſted trunk, the righteous fall 0 
Proſtrate, forlorn, When prophecies ſhall fail, | T 
When tongues: ſhall ceaſe, when knowledge i is no more, 0 
And this great day is come, thou by the throne 8 
Shalt fit triumphant. Thither, lovely maid! = mt 
Bear me, O bear me on thy foaring wing, 5 X A 
And through the adamantine gates of heavin MW” 
ConduQ my ſteps, ſafe from the fiery gulph | T 
And dark abyſs, where Sin and Satan reign! =» R 
But can the Mule, her numbers all todo weak, e T 
Tel how that rellen lowent „ 


Shall 


| [9 
Shall wage with ſeas and earth inteſtine war, 
| And deluge all creation? Whether (ſo 
Some think) the comet, as through fields of air 
Lawleſs he wanders, ſhall ruſh headlong on, 
Thwarting th' ecliptic, where th' unconſcions earth 
Rolls in her wonted courſe ; whether the fan 
With force centripetal inte hie orb 5 
Attract her, long re ludtant; or the caves, 
Thoſe dread velcanos, where engend' ring lie 
Sulphurous minerals, from their dark aby fs 
Pour ſtreams of liquid fire; while from above, 
As erſt on Sodom, Heaven's avenging hand 
Rains fierce combuſtion, Where are now the works 
_ art, the toil of ages ) Where ate now _ 
Th' imperial cities, ſopulchres, and domes, 
Trophies and pillars ? Where is Egypes s boaſt, 
Thoſe lofiy pyramids, which high ia air 
Rear'd their aſpiring heads, to diſtant times 
Of Memphian pride a lafting monument; 
Tell me where Athens rais'd her tow'rs ? where Thebes 
Open'd her hundred portals 7 Tell me Where 
Stood ſea-girt Albion ? where imperial Rome, 
Propt by ſeven hills, ſat like a ſceptreil queen, ; 
And aw'd the tributary world to peace? 
Sbew me the rampart which o'er many a hill, 
Through many a valley, ſtretch'd its wide extent, 
Rais'd by that mighty monarch to repel 
The roving Tartar, when with inſult 5748 
*Gainſt Pekin's tow'rs he bent ch urercing bow, 
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| But what is mimic art ? E'en Nature's werks, 
Seas, meadows, paſlures, the meand' ring ficeams, 5 
And everlaſting hills, ſhall be no more. 
No more ſhall Teneriff, cloud- piercing height! 
 O'erhang th' Atlantic ſurge; nor that fam'd cliff, 
Thre' which the Perſian ſteer'd with many a ſail, 
Throw to the Lemnian iſle its evening ſhade. 
O'er half the wide Ægean.— Where are now 
The Alps that confin'd with unnumber'd realms, | 
And from the. Black Sea to the ocean ſtream . _ 
Stretch'd their extended arms ?—W here s Ararat, 
That hill on which the faithful patriarch's ark, 
Which ſeven long months had voy ag'd o'er its ; top; 
Firſt refled, when the earth with all her ſons, 
As now by fireaming cataratts of fire, 
Was whelm'd by mighty waters P —All at once 
Are vaniſh'd and diſſoly'd; no trace remains, 
No mark of vain diſtinction: : heaven itſeif, 
That azure vault, with all thoſe radiant orbs, . 
Sinks in the univerſal ruin loſt. _ 5 
| No more ſhall planets round their central ſun... 
Move in harmonious dance; no more the moon. 
Hang out her ſilver lamp; : and thoſe fix'd ſlars, 
Spangling the golden canopy, of night, 
Which oft the Tuſcan, with his optic glaſs. . 
Call'd from their wond'rous height, to read their names 
And magnitude, ſome wing'd miniſler 
Shall quench; and (ſureſt ſign that all on earth 
Ls loſt) thall rend from beayen che my ſlie bow, 


Such 
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Such is that awful, thattremendous day, 
Whoſe coming who ſhall tell? For as a thief 
Unheard, unſeen, it ſteals with ſilent pace © 
Through night's dark gloom.—Perhaps as here I lit, 
And rudely carol theſe-incondite lays, 

Soon ſhall the hand be check'd, and dumb the mouth 

That liſps the falt'ring ſtrain. —O may it ne'er 

Intrude unwelcome on an ill · ſpent hour; 

But find me wrapt in meditations high, | 

Hymoing 1 my great Creator 

——* Pow'r Supreme! 

4 0 ererlalling) King! to thee I kneel, 
Lo thee I lift my voice, Wich fervent heat 
« Melt, all ye elements! And thou, high heaven, 
+. Shrink like a ſhrivel'd ſcroll! But think, O Lord, 
Think on the beſt, the nobleſt of thy works; 
Think on thine own bright image! Think on him 
* Who died to ſave us from thy righteous wrath ; 
© Ard 'midſt the wreck of worlds remember man!“ 


THE RETROSPECT OF LIFE. 
ICHES chance may take or give; 
Beauty lives a day, and dies; 


Honour lulls us while we live; 


Mirch's a cheat, and pleaſure flies. 


uch, | 85 e 0 


LE 


Is there nothing worth our carey el neg 
Time, and chance, and death, our foes Þ -» 

If our joys ſo lleeting are, 
Are we only tied to woes 15 


— 


"Lev bright virtue anſwer, No; : 
Her eternal pow'rs prevail, 

When honours, riches, ceaſe to flow, 
And beauty, mirth, and pleaſure ane: 
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| An ELEGTAC ODE; 
WRITTEN IN THE WOOD NEAR R— CASTLE 1762, 
5B) Ma: MICKLE. 


Haec 7 8 Deofque cunflos, - 
Sem bonam certamque domum Teperto. HORACE, 


f Tus peaceful evening 8 her balmy ſtore, 
The play ful ſchool-boys wanton o'er the green: 
Where ſpreading poplars ſhade the 5 


The villagers in rullic j Joy convene. 


Amid the ſecret windings of the 3 
With ſolemn Meditation let me ſtray; 
This is the hour when to the wiſe and good 
The heavenly maid repays the toils of day. 
„ The 


e 
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The river murmurs, and the breathing gale 
Whiſpers the gently waving boughs among : 
The lar of evening glimmers o'er the dale, 


Ard leads the ſilent hoſt of Heaven along. 


How bright, emerging o'er yon broom-clad height, 
The filver empreſs of the night appears; 

Yon limpid pool reflects a ſtream of light, 
And oy in its breaſt the woodland bears, 


The waters tumbling o er W rocky bed, 
Solemn and conſtant, from yon dell reſound ; 
The lonely hearths blaze o'er the diſtant glade; ; 
The bats als ſkims the duſky ground, 


Auguſt and 1 o'er the Nloping dale, 
The Gothic abbey rears its ſculptur'd tow'rs ; | 
Dull chrough the roofs reſounds the whiſtling gale, 
Dark ſolitude among the Pu low'rs. 


Where yon old trees bend « o'er a "lice of graves, 


And ſolemn ſhade a chapel's ſad remains, 5 
Where yon ſeath'd poplar through the window waves, 
And, twining round, the hoary arch ſuſtains ; ; 


There oft, at Jaw, as one ie forgot behind, 
Who longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 
Some hoary ſhepherd, o'er his ſtaff reclin'd, 
Pores on the graves, and fighs a brok'n pray r. 


High Ni 
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- High o'er the pines, .that with chair ark'oing l ſhade 
> Surround yon craggy bank, the callle tears 
Its crumbling turrets ; Rill its cow'ry head 
A warlike mein, a ſullen grandeut wears. 
So, midſt the ſnow of age, a boaſtful air 
Siill on the war-worn veteran's brow attends; . 
Still his big bones his youthful prime declare, 
Thoꝰ trembling o'er the feeble crutch he bends, 


Wild round the gates the duſky wall-flow'rs creep, 
Where oft the knights the beauteous dames have led, 
Gone is the bow'r, the grot a ruin'd heap, 
Where bays and 1 ivy o'er r the fragments rod. 


"Twas here our fires exulting from the fight, 
Great in their bloody arms, march'd o'er the lea, 
0 Eying their reſcued fields with proud delight! 
N ow loſt to them! and abt, how chang'd to me! 


This 9 the river, and the fanning Nats, | 
The dear idea of my Pollio bring ; 
So ſhone the moon thro? theſe ſoft nodding trees, 
| When here we wander'd in tle eres of ſpring. 
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| When April's ſmiles the flow ry as adorn, 3 
And modeft cou ſlips deck the ſlreamlet's ſide; 
Wben fragant orchards to the roſeate morn 


|  Vofold their bloom, in-heaven's own colours dyed: 
860 


0 


To him the letter'd page diſplay'd its lore, 


O partner of x my infant oriefs and joys! 


'Rut vow the hill, the river crown'd with pines, 
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So 80 fair a bloſſom ue Poilio wore, © 
| Theſe were the emblems of his healthful mind; 


- 2 


To him bright Fancy all her wealth __ d; | 


lim with her pureſl flames the Muſe VR 792 'd, 
Flames never to th? illiberal thought allied: 
The ſacred ſiſters led where Virtue glow 'd 


In all her charms ; he ſaw, he felt, and died. 


Big with the ſcenes now paſt, my heart o 'erflows; 
Bids each endearment, fair as once, to riſe, 
And dwells luxurious on her 9 woes. 


Oft. with the cif ſan, Elen life was * 
Along the woodland have I roam d with thee; 
Oft by the moon have bruſh'd the « evening dew, 25 
Whey all was featleſs innocence and glee. 


The ſainted Jai, Wet 55 bleak hill 3 
Has oft been conſcious of thoſe happy hours; 


And' fainted well, have loſt their — pow? rs. 


For thou art z My guide, my friend! oh where, 
Where haſt thou fled, and left me here behind 55 
My tend'reſt wiſh, my heart to thee was bare; 3 
Oh now cut off each paflage to my mind! 


How 
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How dreary i is the gulf! how dark, how void, 
The trackleſs ſheres that never were repals'd'! 
Dread ſeparation! on the depth untried, 
Hope: faulters, and the ſoul recoils Wet: | 


Wide round the ſpacious heavens 1 caſt my eyes: 
And hall theſe ſtars glow with immortal fire? 
Still ſhine the lifeleſs glories of the ſkies? 


And ould thy bright, thy living foul expire ? 


Far be the thought! The pleaſures moſt ſublime, Ss © 
The 2 of friendſhip, and the virtuous tear, 
The tow' ring with that ſcorns the bounds of time, 


 Chill'd in this one of death, but languiſh here. 


” £1 


So plant the vine on Norway's wintry land, | 8 
The languid ſlranger feebly buds and dies: 
| Yet there's a clime where Virtue ſhall expand 0 þ 


With godlike frcngth beneath her native ſkies! 


The lonely ſhepherd-on the mountain 5 fide TH R 


With patience waits. the roſy opening day; 
The mariner at midnight s daikſome tide 0 
e chee rful hope expells che morning. ray: 
T hus I, on life? 8 form beaten ocean toſs'd, I 
In mental viſion view the happy ſhore, | 
Wheie Pollio beckons to the peaceful coaſt, _ Of 
W here fate and death divide the friends no more! 


Ph 
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Oh. tack ſome kind, ſome pitying kindred ſhade, 
Who now perhaps frequents1his ſolemn grove, 
Would tell the awful ſecrets of the dead, 
And from my e) es the mortal fin remove * 


Vain is the wiſh —yet ſurely not in vain 
Man's boſom glows with that celeſlial fire 
Vi hich ſcorns earth's Juxuries, which ſmiles at pain, 
And wings his ſpirit with ſublime defice! 


To fan this ſpark of heaven, this ray divine, 
Still, O my ſoul! ftill be thy dear employ ; | 

Still thus to wander thro? the ſhades be thine, 
And ſwell thy breaſt with viſionary joy ! 


So to the dark-brow'd wood, or ſacred mount, 
In anctent days, the holy ſeers retir'd ;- 

And, led in viſton, drank at Siloe's fount, 
While rifing..ecſtacies their boſoms fir'd. 


Reſlor' creation bright before them roſe, 
The burning deſarts ſmil'd as Eden's plains : 
One friendly ſhade the wolf and lambkin chole ; 3 
| The flow'ry. mountain ſung, * Meſſiah reigns !* 


Tho! fainter raptures my cold bieaſt inſpire, 
Yet let me oft frequent this ſolemn ſcene z- 
1 Oft to the abbey's ſhatter'd walls retire, 
! What time the mwoonſhine dimly gleams between, 
Ob "DF. There, 
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There, where the croſs in hoary rum nods, 
And weeping yews o'erſhade the letter'd ſtones; 
While midnight filence wraps theſe drear abodgs, 
ee loothes me vangenng oer my kindied bones; 
Let kind]: d Fancy view the glorious morn, 
When from the burlling graves the juſt ſhall riſe 
Al Nature ſmiling; and, by angels borne, 
Meſfiah's croſs far Blazing o'er the ies! 
— - - DC —— 
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By FJOHN MILTON. 
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ET o: ce more, O ye laurels, <6 once more, 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never ere, 

I come to pluck your berries harſh and crude, 
And with forc'd fingers rude, 
| Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year: 
Bitter cor:ſtraint, and ſad occaſion dear, 
Compels me to diſturb your ſeaſon due 
For Lycidas is dead, dead e'er his prime, 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer : 
Who would not fing for Lycidas? he knew 
H imſelf to ſing and build the lofty rhime, 
Y He muſt not float upon is wal' ry bier 

| | GE, : Unvwell 


1 
Uawept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without che meed of fome melodious tear. eg 


Begin then, lers of ihe ſcered well, 
That from beneath the ſeat of Jove doth ſpring, 
Begin, and ſome what loudly ſweep the firing. 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excuſe,” 
So may ſome gentle Muſe |, 
With lucky words favour my deſtin'd urn; 
And as ſhe paſſes turn, 
And bid fair peace be to ay lible d ſhroud. 
For we were nurſt upon che, ſelf. ſame hill, | 
Fed the lame flock by fountain, ſhade, and rill. _ 


Together | both, ere the high lawns appear'd. 

Under the opening eye-lids of the morn;- 

We drove a field, and both together heard, 

What time the gray- fly winds her ſultry horn, 

Bat ning our flocks with the freſh dews of night, 

Oft tillthe ſtar that roſe at evening bright 

| Tow'rd Heavins deſcent had flop'd his weltring wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute, 

Temper'd to the oaten flute ; | 

Rough Satyrs danc'd, and Fauns with cloven heel 

From the glad ſound would not be abſent long, . 

Aud old Dametas lov'd to hear our ſong. 


But, O the heavy change ! now ; thou art gone, 
* wee thou art gone, and never muſt return; 
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Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and de ſart caves: | 


4 
Wich wild thyme and the gadding vine © > ergrowny: : 
And all their echoes, mourn. ; 
The willows, and the hazel copſes green, ( 
Shall now no more be ſeen, J 
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy ſoft lay: 8. ( 
As killing as the canker to the roſe, 1 
O, taint-worm to the weaning herds that graze; P 
Or froſt to flow'rs, that their gay wardrobe wear, þ 
W hen firſt the white-thorn blows ; ; C 
Such, "FS thy loſs to ſhepherds ear. A 
P 
Wbere were ye Nymphs, when che remorſe le ſs deep! F 
Clos'd o'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas 5 N 
For neither were ye playing on the fleep, Sc 
W here your old bards, the famous Druids, lie, | B 
Nor on the ſhaggy top of Mona high, | A 
Nor yet where Deva ſpreads her wizard ſtream: SF: A: 
Ah me, I fondly dream! | O. 

| Had ye been there— for what could that have, dope b. 
| What could the Muſe herſelf that Orpheus bore, | 
The Muſe herſelf for her enchanting ſon, Su 
| Whom univerſal nature did lament, | Tt 
| When by che rout that made. the hideous roar, Bu 
| His goary viſage down the ſtream was ſent, Ar 
| Down the ſwift Hebrus to the Leſbian, 3 "oo Th 
| He 
4 Alas! what boots it with inceſſant care W 

4H To iend the homely Dighted ſhepherd'strade.; 


"os 
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And arily meditate the thankleſs Muſe 9. 
Were it not better done, as others uſe, 

To ſport with Amaryllis in the ſhade, | 

Or with the tangles of Neæra's hair? 
Fame is the ſpur that the clear ſpiric doth raiſe” 
(That laſt 18ſirmity of noble minds): 

To ſcorn delights, and hve laborious days; 
But the fair guerdon whom we hope to find, 

And think to burſt out into ſudden blaze, 

Comes the blind Fury with th abhotred ſhears, 
And ſlits the thin-ſpun life. But not the praiſe, 
Phoebus replied, "and touch'd- my trembling, ears; 
Fame is no plant that grows on mortal ſoil, 

Nor in the glift”ring ſoil, 

Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies; 
But lives and ſpreads aloft by thoſe pure, eyes, . 
And perfect witneſs of all-judging love; ; 

As he pronounces laſtly on each deed, 

Of ſo much fame in Heayen expe& thy meed. 


O fountain Arethuſe, and thou honour'd floods, 
Smooth-ſliding. Mincius, crown'd. with vocal reeds, 
That ſtrain I heard was of a higher mood; 

But now my oat proceeds, - 

And liſtens to the herald of the ſa 

That came in Neptune's plea; - 

He aſk'd the waves, and a{k'd the felon winds, 
What hard miſhap had. doom'd this gentle ſwain P. 
And que ſlion'd ev'ry guſt of rugged winds 
That blows from off each beaked promontory, 


* 
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Tbey knew not of his ſtory, 

And ſage Hippotades their anſwer brings, 
That not a blaſt was from his dungeon ſtray'd, 

The air was calm, and on the level brine _ 
| Sweet Panope with all her ſiſters play'd; 
| Tt was that fatal and perfidious bark | 
| Built in th' eclipſe, and rigg'd with curſes dark, 
That ſunk ſo low that ſacred head of thine, - 5 


Next Camns, reverend fire, went footing ſlow, 
His mantle hairy; and his bonnet ſedge, 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that ſanguine flow'r inſcrib'd with woe. 
| Ah! who hath reft (quoth he) my deareſt pledge? 
Laſt came, and lafl did go, 
The pilot of the Galilean lake; 
Tuo maſſy keys he bore of metals twain, 
[(The golden opes, the iron ſhuts amain) 
He ſhook his witred locks, and ſtern he ſpake; 
How well could I have ſpar'd for thee, young oy 
Eno of ſuch as for their bellies ſake 
{ Creep, and intrude, ald climb into the fold p? 
{ Ofother care they little reck'ning make, 
Than how to ſcramble at the ſhearers' feaſt; 
And ſhove away the worthy bidden gueſt ; | 
Blind mouths ! that ſcarce themſelves ew how to hold 
| A ſheep-hook; or-have learn'd ought elſe the leaſt 
That to the faithful herdman's art belongs! 
| What recks it chem WW need Whey” They are ſped; 
| An 
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Aud, when they liſt, their lean and flaſhy ſongs 


Grote on their ſcrannel pipes of wretched firawe 
. he hungry ſheep look up, and are not fed, 


But fwoln with wind, aud the-rauk mill. they draws. 


Rot inwardly, and foul contagion ſpread: 
Beides what the grim. wolf with. privy paw 
Daily devours apace, and nothing ſaid, | 
But that two-handed, engine at the door 


Stands ready to ſmite once, and ſmites no more. 


Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is paſt, 
That ſhrunk thy ſtreams; return, Sicilian Muſe, 


And call the vales, and bid them hither caſt. 
Their bells and flowrets of a thouſand hues, 
Ye valleys low, where the multi whiſpers uſe - 


Of ſhades and wanton, winds, and guſhing brooks, 


On whoſe freſh lap the ſwart ſtar ſparely looks, 
Throw hither all your, quaint enamell'd eyes, 
That on the green turf ſuck the honied ſhow'rs, 
And purple all the ground with vernal flow rs. 
Bring the rache primroſe chat forſaken dies, 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jeſſamine, 


The white-pink, and the panſy Kennt with jet, 


The giowing violet, 
The muſk-roſe, and the cellars woodbine, 


With cowflips wan that hang the penſive head, 


And every flow'r that ſed,.embroidery wears: 
Bid Amaranthus all his beauiy ſhed, 

And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 

To firew the laureat hearſe where Lycid lies. 


— 
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For ſo to interpeſe a liule eaſe, 


Let our frail thoughts dally with falſe ſurmiſe. 

Ah me! Whilſt thee the ſhores, and ſounding ſeas: 
Waſh far away, where'er thy dones are hurl'd, 
Whether beyond the ſtormy Hebrides, 

Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide”, 
Viſit'ſt the bottom of the monſtrous world ; 


Or whether thou, to our moſt vows denied, 


Sleep'ſt by the fable of Bellerus old, 


Where the great viſion of the guarded mount 


Looks tow'rd Namancos and Bayona's hold; 
Look home ward Angel now, and melt with ruth: 


Aud, 0 ye rt waft the hapleſs youth. | 


Weep no more, woful ſhepherds; weep no more, 


For Lycidas your ſorrow is not dead; 
Sunk though he be beneath the wat'ry floor 3 


So ſinks the day- ſtar in the ocean bed, 


And yet anon repairs his drooping head. 


0 5 And tricks his beams, and with new ſpangled ore 
| Flames in the forehead of the morning ſæky; 


So Lycidas ſunk low, but mounted high, 


|] Tho” the dear might of him that walk'd the waves,” 


Where other groves and other ſtreams along, 
With neCtar pure his 00Zy locks he laves, 
And hears the unexpreſſive nuptial ſong. 

In the bleſt kiagdoms meek of joy and love, 


There entertain him all the ſaints above, 
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That 


„„ 
That ſing, and ſinging in their glory move, 
And vipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the ſhepherds weep no more; 
Henceforth thou art the genius of the ſhore, 
In thy large recompence, and ſhalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. 


Thus ſang the uncouth ſwain to th' oaks and rills, 
While the ſtill morn went out with ſandals gray, 
He touch'd the tender ſtops of various quills, 
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay: 
And now the ſun had firetch'd out all the halls, 
And now was dropt into the weſtern: bay; 

At laſt he roſe, and twitch'd his mantle blue: 
To- morrow to freſh woods, and paſlures new. 


TEE BREWER'S COACHMAN. 
By Mr. TAYLOR. 


ONEST Willjam, an eaſy and good-natur'd fellow, 
Would a little too oft get a litile too mellow, 

Body coachman was he to an eminent brewer— 

No better e'er ſat on a box, to be ſure. 

His coach was kept clean, and no mothers or nurſes 

Took that care of their babes that he took of his horſes, 

He had theſe—ay, and fifty good qualities. more; 

But the bufineſs of tippling could ne er be got oer: 
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So his maſler effeQually mended the matter, 

By hiring a man that drank nothing but water. 
New, William, ſays he, you ſee the plain caſe; }* 
Had you drank as he does, you'd keep a good place. 
Drink water! quoth William had all men done fo, 
You'd never have wanted a coachman, I ro ] 'n | 
They re ſoakers, like me, whom you load with reproaches 

Io enable you brewers to ride 1 in wy coaches, 


T H "= 
NSTRELLES SONG. IN ELLA, 


A Tuev Extzalvbe. 


By THOMAS CHATTERTON. 


O Synge untoe my Fobndelaie; 
O! droppe che bry nie teare wy the mee, 
Daunce ne moe atte hallie daie, 
Lycke a reynynge“ ry ver bee; „ 
Mie love ys dedde, e 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, | 2 
All under the wyllowe tree. 


Black bys crynet as the ELD LS X 
Whyte bys rode} as the ſommer ſnowe, 
Rodde hys face as the mornynge lyghte, | 
; Cale he lyes ynne the pave belowe ; *-.. 


P Running. + Hair, 7 Cen 


| Mie love ys:dedde; 4 
Sonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Anlunder the * tree; 


Swete hys gde as the throfiles note, 
Quycke ynne daunce as thought cann be, 
| Defie hys taboure, codgelle A 7 
O! hee lys bie the wyllowe tree: 2 
Mie love ys dedde, | 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

Al unde Soups tree 


Harke! Pa ravenne-lappes bys wynge, 
In the briered dell belewe; 


Harke! thedethe-owle loude ddthe lynge, | 
To the ny ghte-mares as heie goes = 
Mie dove ys dedde, 
. 3 

Mt underuhe wyllowe . 1 5 3 


See! the whyte mae; onne. hie; 3 ; 1 
Why terre yrmie. nue lovesiſhroude: | 
Whyterre yanne thenpornynge, ie, 


Whyterre yanne the evening cloude ; 
My ove ys dedde, 
Gonne te hys d alb- bade, 
| R 
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leere, upon mie true loves grave, 

Schalle the baren fleurs be layde, 
Nee one hallie ſeynte | to ſave 
Al the celneſs of a myade. 
Mie love ys dedde, 

Sonne to hy s deathe-bedde S 

Al under the "7 llowe tree. 


Wie mie 0 Pl dent he bie 
Rounde his hallie corſe to gre, 
Ouphante fairie, lyghte your fy re, 
Heere mie boddie ſtylle ſchalle bee. Wc, 
Mie love ys dedde. 58 
Gonne to bys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


Comme, wythe acorne coppe and thorne, 
Dray ne nie hartys blodde awaie; 
Lyfe & all yues goode 1 ſcorne, 
Daunce bie nete, or feaſte by daie. 
Mie love ys dedde ß 
Gonne to hys ee 
Al under the . tree. 

4 „ | f 
Witerwyickss cond Wo es, 
Bere mee to yer leathalle tydes 

I die; I comme; mie true love waytes, 
Thos the damſelle ſpake, and dyed. 
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APT from the * of PR” eye, 
Say, burſt thy Genius to the world of 11887 r. 
Secks i it yon ſtar-beſpangled ſky ? 
Or ſkims its fields with rapid flight Ph 
| Or, mid yon plains where Fancy 8 N 
Courts it the balmy breathing gale? ? 
Or where the violet pale 
Droops o'er the green-embroider'd dream; EE. 
Or where young Zephyr ſtirs the ruſtling ſprays, | 
Lies all diffolv'd in fairy dream. | 
'O'er yon bleak deſart's unfrequented round 
Seeſt thou where Nature treads the deep'ning e 
Sits on yon hoary tow'r with ivy crown'd, 
Or wildly wails o'er thy lamented tomb; 
Hear'ſt thou the ſolemn muſic wind along? 
Or thrills the e note in 7 mellifluous _ 7 
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Oft while on earth *twas thine to rove 


Where'er the wild-eyed goddeſs lov'd to roam, | 
To trace ſerene the gloomy grove, 


Or haunt meek Quiet $ ſimple dome ; - 
' * 2 
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Sill Wee round the Nine appear, 
Thai pour the ſoul-tranſporting ſtrain; 
| Join'd to the-Love's gay train. 
The looſe-rob'd Graces crown'd with flows, © 0 
The light-wing'd gales that lead the vernal year, 
And wake the roſy featur'd hours. 8 
O'er all bright Fancy's beauty radiance ſhone, yy 
Hou flam'd thy boſom as her charms reveabl 
: Her fire clad eye ſublime, her ſtary. zone; 
Her treſſes looſe that wanton d on the gale·: 
On thee the goddeſs fix d her ardent lock, 


Then from her glowing * 1 broke: ba 
e f 5 2 

1. 3 | | W 

1 Ste 

4 10 thee, my: e a being | Or 
e The lays that teal the liſtening hour; | 7 5 W. 

6 To pour the rapture- darting ſong, N | 8 | An 

Jo paint gay Hope's Ely ſian bow'r. Thi 
From Nature's hand. to ſnatch the dart. Pro 

* To cleave with-pangy.the bleedin gheart';. „ Wi 
Or lightly ſyecp.the. trembling firing, E 
And callube Loves with purple wing | The 
From the blue deep, where they d well Mii 
With Naiads i in the peatly cell, FV 
Soft on the ſea · born goddeſs gaze“; 1 All 

0 Or in the-loeſe. robe's floating maze, La Tua 


« Diſſolv'd 


3 ** TY 4 aa ts. tt 


X % 
> - p W AA IK e 
— — — — 


* Venus; 


e 
c  Diſſolv'd1 in downy ſlumbers reſt; 
| © Orflutter o'er her panting. ball. 
Or wild to melt the yielding ſoul, 
Let Sorrow, clad in ſable flole, 
Slow to thy muſing thought appear ; 
Or penſive Pity pale; | 
Or Love's deſponding tale 
6 Cali from thi intender'd heart the parc 6 tear. 
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day, A * magic of Ay a 8 LN 
Why thrills thy muſic on the ſprings of thought ? 15 
Why, at chy pencil's touch refin'd, 

Starts into life the glowing draught? " 

On yonder fairy carpet laid, 

Where beauty pours eternal bans! 

And zephyr breathes perfume ;. 

There nightly to the tranced eye 

Profuſe the radiant goddeſs ſtood diſplay 4, 

With all her ſmiling offspring nigh. 

dudden the mantling cliff the arching wand, 

The broider'd mead, the landſkip, and the bene 
Hills, vales, and ſky- dipt ſeas, and torrents rude, - 
Grots, rills, and ſhades, and bow'rs that breath'd of love, 
All burſt to light! while glancing on the view, 

Tunis s ſporung train bruſh'd lightly o'er the dew, 
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The a Geiius bb the ſhade © 
Led thy bold ſtep to Proſper's magie bow'r 3» 
Whoſe voice the howting'winds-obey'd; 
Whoſe dark ſpell chain'd the rapid hour: _ 
Then roſe ſerene the ſea-girt ile; Gs 
+ Gay feenes; by Fancy”s roneh'd reſins, 
Clovw'd to thy mufing mind: _ 
Such viſions bleſs the hermit's dream, 
When hovering angels prompt his placid ſmile, 
Or paint ſome high ecſtatic theme. 


Then flam'd Mirandw on th” enruptur'd gaze, 5 on . 


Then ſail'd bright Ariek on the bat's fleet wing: 


85 Or ſtarts the liſtening throng in ftill amaze; 


The wild note trembling on th* rial "firing! : 
The form, in Heaven reſplendent veſture gay; 
| Floats on the mantling clouds and ym" the chin fiy* 
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Oh 'E me near yon herpid "PR 
Whoſe murmur fila thy wir of oe 


There in. ſome faxes poutic dveant. 

Loer Fancy's brighs-Blyfiuny glow! 
Tis done Oer all the blaſting mead | 
"Thy dark * * heads | 
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Below, | 
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Below, the lily-fringed dale | 
Breathes its. mild fragrance on the gale; 
While, in paſtime all _—_ e 
Titania rob'd in mantle green 

Sports on the moſſy-banlæ: her trains 

Skims light along the gleaming plain; 

Or to the flutt'ribg breeze unfold, | 
The blue wing ſtreak'd with.beamy- gold; 
Its pinions op'ning to the light. 
Say, burſts the viſion on my fight? * 

Ah, no! by Shakeſpeare's pencil drawn, 
The beauteous ſhapes appear; 

While meek-eyed Cynthia near 

Illumes with ſtreamy ray che alyer-mantled bun“. 
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But, hark! the tempeſt howls afar! _ | 
Burſts the loud whirlwind o'er the patbleſs waſte! 
What cherub blows the trump of war? 
What demon rides the ſtormy blaſt ? 
Red from the lightning's Iivid blaze, 

The bleak heath ruſhes on the ſight; 

Then wrapt in ſudden, night 

Diſſolves.—But, ah] what. kingly "ay 

Roams the lone deſart's deſolated mazet 

Unaw'd, nor heeds the ſweeping ſtorm? 

5 | 8 | „ 


See the Midſummer Night's Dream, ' + Lear. 
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Ye N lightnings, ſpare the cheek of age! 
Vain wiſh! tho' anguiſh heaves the burſting groan, 
Deaf as the flint, the marble ear of rage | 
Hears not the mourner's unavailing moan: | : 
F Heart-pierc'd he bleeds; and, ſtung with wild defoa: 
Bares his time-blaſted head, and tears his ſilver hair. 
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5 Lo! on yon long-reſounding ſhore, TY 
Where the rock totters o'er the veaciony, deep; 5 
What phantoms bath'd in infant gore 5 
Stand mutt” ring on the dizzy ficep! 
heir murmur ſhakes the zephyr's wing! - 
The ſtorm obeys their pow ful ſpell; 
See, from his gloomy cell _ 
Fierce Winter flarts ! his ſcowling eye TO | 
| - Blots the fair mantle of the breathing Spring, 
And lowers along the ruffled ky. | 
To the deep vault the yelling barpies run® ; . 
Its yawning mouth receives th' infernal crew. 
Dim thro? the black gloom winks the glimmering fun, | 
And the pale ſurnace gleams with brimſtone blue. 
; Hell howls 3 and fiends that join the dire acclaim : 2) 
Dance on the bubbling td tide, ang Sg the livid lame. 


But, 


Die Witches of Macbeth. 80 
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But, ah! on Sorrow's cypreſs bough 

Can Beauty breathe her genial bloom 

On Death's cold cheek will paſſion glow ? 
Or Muſic warble from the-tomb ?* 

There, ſleeps the Bard, whoſe tuneful tongue 
Pour'd the full ſtream of mazy ſong. Es 
Young Spring with lip of ruby, here Tod 6 
Show'rs from her lap the bluſking gycar; ET OR > 
While along the turf reclin*d, Rn 
The looſe wing ſwimming on the wind, 
The Loves, with forward geſture bold; 
Sprinkle the ſod with ſpangling gold; 
And oft the blue-eyed Gracestrim 
Dance lightly round on downy-limbs- 
Oft too, when eve demure anditi}l- 
Checquers the green dale's purling rill, 
dweet Fancy pours the plaintive-ficain,z 
Or, wrapt in ſoothing dream, + 

By Avon's ruffled ſtream, 


Hears the PID: 2 the pain 
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THE HAPPY 'FIRE-SIDE. 
"HE hearth was clean; the fire clear, 
The kettle on for tea : 
PALEMON in his elbow chair, 
As bleſt as man could be. 92 8 ; 
e ' Clarinda, 


2 18 58 2 
| c kids, who his heart polſeſs'd, 
And was his new-made bride, 

Wich head reclin'd upon his breaſt, 
Sat toying by his ide, 11 


4 + 


| Stretch'd at his feet, in happy late, 
A ſav'rite dog was laid; 
By whom a little ſportive cat 
In wanton humour play d. 


Ciaxinpa's hand he genily preſi·d⸗ 

She flole an am'rous kifs, . 

And bluſhing, modeſtly coufeſs'd _ 
The fulnefs of her bliſs. 


Pa LEMON, wich a heart elate, | 
Pray 'd to Almighty Jove, «+ 
That it might ever be his fate, 
Jult fo to live andlove... 

Be this eternity; he cried, 
And let no more be given: 7 
Continue thus my lov'd bre de, 8 


a, alk no other heaven, 
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© DOMESTIC LOVE axd HAPPINESS. 
HAPPY they ! che happieſt of their kind! ! 
Whom gentler ſtars unite, and in one fate 


1 "RE ie ns, their fortunes, and their beings blend. = : | 


' Tis not the coarſer tie of human laws, 
© Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind, 
| That binds their 3 but harmony ſelf, | 


. 59 I 
+ Attuning all their _aſſions? into love; | „5 
Where friendſhip full exerts her ſofteſt power, 
perfect eſteem enliven'd by deſire 
Iveffable, and ſympathy of foulz 
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing wh: 
With boundleſs confidence: for nought but love 
Can anſwer love, and render bliſs ſecure, 
Let him, ungenerous, who alone, intent 
To bleſs himſelf, from ſordid: parents buys 
The loathing virgin, -in eternal care, _ 
Well-merited, conſume his nights and days; 
Let barbarous nations, -whoſe inhuman love 
Is wild deſire, fierce as the ſuns they feel; 
Let eaſtern tyrants from the light of Heaven 
Seclude their boſom ſlaves, meanly poſſeſs d So 
Of a mere lifeleſs, violated forms 75 
While thoſe whom love cements in holy faith, 
And equal tranſport, free as nature live, 
Diſdaining fear. What is the world to them, 
Wi its pomp, its. pleaſure, and its nonſenſe all? 
5 Who in each oiher claſp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and laviſh hearts can wi; 
Something than beauty dearer, ſhould they look _ . 
Or on the mind, or-mind-illumin'd face; 


The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heaven. 
Mean-time a ſmiling offspring riſes round, 


And mingles both their graces. By degrees, 
The human bloſſom blows; and every day, 


ot as it rolls e ſhews ſome new I. 


ing 


Truth, goodneſs, honour, harmony and love, Ec, 85 
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To ſcenes 2 and. Ae et eign. 
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The father's luſtre,. and the mother's bloom. 


| Then infant reaſon grows apace,: and calls 
For the kind hand of an aſſiduous care. 


Delightful taſk | to rear the tender thought, 


To teach the young idea how to ſfiobt, 
To pour the fre ſni inſtruction oer the mind, 
- To breathe th' enlivening ſpirit, and to ſix 


The generous purpoſe in the glowing breaſt. 


Oh ſpeak the joy | ye whom the ſudden tear 


Surpriſes often while you look around, | 
And nothin giſtrikes your eye but ſights of bliſs 3 


All various Nature pre ſſing on the heart: 


An elegant ſufficieney, content, 


Retirement, rutab quiet, friendſhip, abs 


Eaſe and alternatè labour, uſeful life, 


i Progreſſive virtue and approving: Heaven. 


Theſe are the matehleſijoys of virtuous love; 
And thus their moments fly. The Sraſons thus, 


As ceaſeleſs round a jarring world they roll, 


Still find then happy; and conſenting: Spring 
Sheds her own roſygarland on their heads: 5 
Till evening some nt laſt, i ferene and mild; 

When after the long vornal day of life, 
Enamour'd more Are remembrante cwells 
Wich many a proof of recolldcted dove, 


Together down they in ix fociabeſleep; 


Together freed; heir gentle ſpirito fly 
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